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murmur of voices and the sun striking the Cathedral
windows; he heard the trumpet blow to announce
the next episode.

Then he saw also that Elizabeth Furze was
coming in.

How glad he was! As he watched her, moving
so quietly and with such dignity towards him, he
felt as though he had known her for ever and ever.
He knew her shyness and diffidence. He saw that
people were noticing her and saying, doubtless, as
she always heard them saying: * There goes old
Furze's daughter/ Perhaps the cruel ones were
adding: * I wonder she has the impertinence/

But he thought to himself: She need never have
any fear any more because I shall always be with her.

As she sat down beside him she said in a low
voice:

*  Fm sorry I'm late/

*  It doesn't matter a bit now that you've come! '
How he enjoyed that moment when she took her

place beside himl What old Porteous and the
others would be thinking I And, maybe, afterwards
Porteous would be saying to him: * I don't think, my
dear fellow. , . , What I mean is that in a town

like this one has to be careful------'    And wouldn't

he enjoy replying: * Well, Rector, if you don't like
my friends , . ,

Then she said an extraordinary thing:

* I am late because we are in great trouble.   My
father went out yesterday afternoon and has not
come back.    We-------'

* But the episode was beginning. He saw that she
turned with a great effort of will and faced the scene,
her lips set, her hands clasped tightly otx her lap.